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| Dream Of... 


Author's Notes: 
For Chrissy, who wedged this crazy mutant bunny firmly into my brain 


Tico sighed the sigh of someone who's been carrying worlds on their shoulders and flopped into bed. He needed 
a nap. More than a nap - he needed to sleep for several years, to sink into a coma only to be awoken when he 
was damn well ready to wake the Hell up. 


He found himself dozing off where he lay, not even fully on the bed, legs hanging off the edge. But it was 
comfortable, he was tired, his eyes were heavy and right then nothing in the world felt better than closing 
them. 

A harsh ringing snapped them back open, Tico groaning as he sat up to get his cell phone from his bag. 


"Teek?" 


"Jon, what do you want?" 


Sleep. He wants you fo sleep. An unrested drummer is a cranky drummer, after all. And a cranky drummer has 


access to all sorts of blunt objects, and he knows how fo use them. No one wants that, so he wants you fo sleep. 
"Teek?" 
"Uh, sorry. Didn't catch that 


Jon sighed, very obviously directing it into his mouthpiece so Tico could hear his annoyance. "Never fucking 


mind, Teek. Jesus, can't even ask you to do one goddamned thing for me." 
"I'm sorry, Jon. Really. What was it you wanted?" 


"We're retooling some songs for the rest of the tour, shake shit up a little. | dropped the music in your bag. 


You gotta come up with new drum parts for ‘em. 

i 

"Tomorrow's show." 

"Jon, that's - | can't - " 

"Thanks, Teek. The music's in your bag, | had Davey drop it in Counting on you, don't let me - us - down" 
Tico snapped his phone shut, swearing. That just cut probably five hours off his sleeping time. 


He'd get to it later. Right now, nothing was a better idea than sliding under the covers and settling onto a 


couple pillow. 


No sooner had Tico gotten nice and comfortable in bed, letting that weight overtake his eyes again and slide 
him into a lovely dreamlike pre-sleep that would give way any second to real, honest-to-God sleep than the 


door banged open, slamming against the wall. 
"Lucy, I'm ho-omel" 


To understand Richie, you have to expose yourself to a little Richie logic. By Richie logic, since Tico was Cuban, 
and Ricky Ricardo was Cuban, it was impossible for references to Ricky to get old as long as he made them 


around (or referring to) Tico. 


It made sense to Richie; it made Richie irritating to everyone else. Except David, who laughed at every single 
blessed attempt at humor Richie had ever made. He was laughing right now, little shit. Tico groaned quietly and 


turned over. 


"Tico, old bean - " another bit of Richie logic: accent equals humor. Doesn't need any context, doesn't need any 
reason, if his voice is different than usual it's hilarious. "| need a bit of a favor." 


"What?" 


David walked over and crawled onto the bed, hovering over Tico, kissing him lightly. Oh shit, if he was making 
David ask, it was gonna be bad. 


"Rich and | were gonna go out tonight, but he kind of promised Jon he'd type up some songs he wrote, ‘cause 
he writes like a retarded monkey on speed" 


"Hey! Do not!" 


"Shut up, yeah you do. Anyway, he won't have time to type ‘em up if we go out. So we were thinking, since you 


were just gonna stick around here anyway, maybe you could do it?" 

David tilted his head slightly and pouted a bit, unleashing the full power of his puppy eyes. Fuck. 

"Dave, | was just gonna sleep - " 

"Please, Teek? My laptop's right over there, we'll leave the songs with you. It'll take like twenty minutes, tops." 
"If Jon couldn't read his writing, how am | supposed to?" 

David cocked his head to the other side. "Um.use your reading glasses!" 

"David, that - " 

"So you'll do it? Pleeeease, Teek?" 

"Baby, | - " 

David pouted more, leaning down to rest his head next to Tico. Tico sighed and turned, kissing him. 

"Alright, alright. Leave the songs, you two go have fun. But you owe me." 

David grinned. "You bet! If Im not too drunk, I'll make it up to you when we get back." He winked, exaggerating it 
into possibly the least sexy gesture imaginable, then hopped off the bed. Richie dropped a thick pile of papers 


on the desk, racing with David out of the room and slamming the door behind them. 


Tico muttered a variety of curses under his breath, just about to settle back down when the door banged 


open again. 


"Rich! Don't be rude." 

"Sorry! Jesus, | just forgot. Uh, tharks a lot, Tico." 

"That's more like it. Bye Teek, don't wait up!" The door slammed again 
Im not fucking waiting up for any-fucking-thing 


Tico unplugged the room phone, shut off his cell phone, and pulled the covers over his head, a deep sleep 


finally claiming him as he was willing a giant neon "Do Not Disturb" sign to appear in front of his door. 


"Did you enjoy your rest, Master?" 


David's voice is low and soft, taking on a quality that's so seductive | can almost feel it running up my inner 


thighs like curious fingers. There are less pleasant ways to be awoken, | suppose, but its way too soon to get 
up. 


Except | feel completely rested. I'm not sure | could go back to sleep now, not even sure | need to, so | open 


my eyes. 


David smiles, leaning over me, hair falling around both of us, the air tinged with a soft floral scent. | used to 
tease him about using girly shampoo, so he stopped, and | missed it. Couldn't tell him that, but | did. He started 


again? 
"| hope you slept well, Master." 


Master? What the fuck? And is he wearing lip gloss? Whatever it is, his lips are full and slick, parted slightly in 


a smile. 


He pulls back and stands up - just as | was about to take advantage of the parted lips, too, fucking tease - 
holding his hand out. He wants me to move? No way, I'm far too comfy. My best guess is this bed has 300 
pillows, and the mattress is a million feet thick. A million feet of kitten fur, or something that soft anyway. 


"Don't you want to eat, Master?" 


| wasn't hungry until he suggested eating, but now that he mentions it, yeah, I'd like to eat. David smiles when | 


slide out of bed, turning to lead me down a hallway. 


He's wearing silk pants. He doesn't own silk pants. Ooh, but he should They're clinging to him in all the right 
places, slipping over his skin, an extra little sway in his hips. Never mind food, | think my appetite's elsewhere 
right now. 


He giggles lightly when he turns around and sees where my eyes are directed (and those pants are even nicer 
in the front), sitting me down in a plush velvet chair. Oh, but | could die in this chair. They can put all sorts of 


shit on our plane, why not one of these? 


David snaps his fingers, and Jon and Richie come out from behind a curtain They're wearing the silk pants, too 
- not half bad. Not at all bad, actually. David snaps again and beckons them towards me; Jon starts over, but 
Richie hesitates. 


"Why the fuck are we waiting on Tico? And why do we look like extras in some cheesy porno based on / Dream 


of Jeannie?" 
Jon reaches over and slaps him in the back of the head. Heh. "Cause it's his dream, idiot. Now shut up." 


| read somewhere that if, in a dream, you become aware it's a dream, you wake up. | brace myself for all this 
to dissolve, to sit up in the empty hotel room, but it remains solid. Good, I'm not ready to be done with this 


nice fucking chair. 


David holds up his hand to stop Jon and Richie from coming over, and perches on the edge of my chair. His 
hand slides down my chest, resting on the bulge growing in the crotch of my (silk.whats with the fucking silk? 
Christ, my subconscious) pants. Mmm, that's nice. 


"Is food what you want right now, Master?" That seductive edge is back in his voice, his hand massaging my 
cock as he speaks. He dips his head down, and | finally get to take advantage of those glossy, full lips. | push my 
tongue into his mouth, the gloss adding just a hint of a fruity flavor to the taste of him. He rubs me harder, 
my hips thrusting up into his hand. A slow burn works its way through me, the center of it right beneath 
those fingers of his. 


He pulls his mouth away, smiling at my groan of loss as he slips off the chair and sinks to his knees between 
my legs. | lift my hips so he can slide the pants off and toss them away, another groan escaping me at the 
glint in his eye. 


Warm, soft, wetness around the head of my cock. Oh God, oh God that's nice. His tongue swirls around to 
collect my precome as he sucks lightly, my eyes sliding closed and my head tilting back against the chair as 
pleasure races through me. He slides his head down further, sucking a little harder, letting his teeth graze 
lightly. Fuck. He moans softly, the vibration tingling right up my spine and working its way out as a low moan, 
another joining it when his hands slide up to caress my thighs and roll my balls. 


He takes more of me in, the heat almost unbearable but in the most incredible way, every part of me reacting 


to his tongue teasing along the shaft. Fuck, he's good at this. 


And then in one swift movement his lips are against my groin and oh shit that's incredible. Yes, yes, oh fuck, 
David, that's good. He swallows, the muscles constricting around the head of my cock, my hips thrusting up 


almost against my will. 


| haven't been paying attention to Jon and Richie, but suddenly there's one of them perched on each arm of 
the chair and they're both leaning in to kiss me at once, two tongues flickering against my lips as hands slip 
down to tease my nipples. But, wait, they're not - oh, right, dream. 


| open up and let them in, the two of them sharing me with each other, all three of us moaning. The hands 
pinching and rolling my nipples add little twinges to the thick blanket of pleasure rising upwards from where 
David's redoubling his efforts, fucking his mouth with my cock, moaning desperately. Only one of his hands is 
on me now, and | assume he's getting himself off with the other one. 


The mental image that produces makes my cock surge and he moans loudly, sucking harder, Jon and Richie's 
tongues stroking over mine, hands teasing me. It's all building, building, oh fuck, fuck it's good. | can't do 
anything but push my tongue against the two exploring my mouth, arching my hips up into that hot wetness, 
letting the sensation take me over. 


Oh, Jesus, it's liquid fire racing through my veins. My cock is the focus of everything in me, David's mouth and 
that hand on my balls the most important things in the entire universe. | can feel my orgasm starting all the 
way in my toes and the fingers tangled in Jon and Richie's hair, lightning shooting towards that center from 
every part of my body, and then it rushes through me and | scream like a madman as it takes me over, cock 
twitching as it spurts into David's mouth. The other two slide down next to him, the three of them sharing my 
seemingly endless streams of come, moaning and lapping it up like it's the sweetest thing they've ever tasted. 


Oh fuck. | could get used to this. 


CRASH 


Tico jerked awake. Through the temporary blindness while he waited for his eyes to adjust, he heard two sets 
of giggles and another crash. 


The darkness gave way to Richie leaning against the frame, looking like he wasn't sure whether to keep giggling 


or puke. David was on the floor, laughing so hard he was coughing. Tico sighed and got up, extremely thankful it 


was too dark and they were too drunk to see how much he'd been enjoying his dream. 
"HEEEEEEY BAAAABYYYY. 
"Shh, Dave, the door's open" 


"WHYS THE DOOR OPEN?" 


"David, quiet down. Rich, shouldn't you be headed back to your room?" 


"Uhhh..yeah. | think so. Probably. Definitely. Yeah. 

Tico crouched on the floor next to David. Richie didn't budge. 

"To go back to your room, you need to, uh, you know, go 

"Yeah. | do. 

"And you're not moving because..?" 

"| don't remember where my room is." 

Tico sighed. "David, if you feel like you're gonna puke, please please please get yourself to the bathroom, okay? 
If you're not gonna be sick, get yourself to the bed. Or just lie here, that's ok too. But don't puke on the floor, 
okay?" 

"SURE, BABY. NO BARFING ON THE FLOOR. GOTCHA." 

"And no shouting, either. If you can be completely silent, you win a prize." 

"WHAT'S THE PRIZE? | LIKE PRIZES." 

"You'll like this one. | can't tell you what it is, though" 

"BUT - " Tico pressed his finger to David's lips. 

"Shh. Game starts now. Come on Richie, I'll get you back to your room" 

Tico led Richie down the hall, hand clapped firmly over his mouth to keep him from waking anybody up with 
drunken yelling. He didn't even check to see if Richie got in bed okay before heading back to his own room, 
where David had fallen asleep on the floor. 


"Dave? Wake up, you've gotta get in bed" 


He moaned softly, Tico pulling him up and helping him over to the bed, pulling the blanket over him. Tico went 


to the bathroom and got in the shower, groaning a little as he washed away the evidence of his dream. 


Normally he wouldn't bother with the prize he'd promised David. He was way too drunk to remember Tico 


promising him anything, anyway. But this time, he had a feeling he'd follow through and buy David that present. 


But only if he could find a place to buy a decent pair of silk pants. 


